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Path of Redemption and a 
Past Found 


As I healed and became 
more aware of my 
surroundings I came to 
know my host well. He 

was a humble man, and 

had devoted his life to 
saving lives. Even the 
lives of the Orcs and 
other monsters were his 
to save where he could, 
and he had often times 
repaired the damage that 
I myself had incticted. He 
knew who I was when he 
found me, and he later 
confided that saving my 
life after all the death 
and destruction I had 
caused taxed his values 
most sorely. In the end 
he treated me as he had 
countless others, to the 
best of his abilities. 
Other patients of his had 
turned upon him as soon 
as they were well and 

had left him close to 
death many times. Surely 
he wondered if I would be 
one such considering the 
hate I bore the Orcs and 
the fact that he believed 
in healing them. Still, I 
like to believe of myself 
that I would not have 


hurt another human even 
at my worst, but there 

is doubt there. That 
doubt I strangely cherish, 
for it gives me an 
understanding of the 
depths of what I was and 
the place I had been 
heading. Knowing the 
fate I had turned aside 
was to provide me with 
much comfert over the 
years, but at the time I 
burned with the fear of 
it all. It is no easy thing 
for a man to know and 
understand that he has 
not just skirted evil but 
had become evil. I can 
only thank the virtues 
that I was somehow 

worthy to be tested, and 
that within myself were 
the seeds of redemption. 
In Ferrous I had found 
what I needed. His quiet 
ways, his unassuming 
humility, and his devotion 
to all life, no matter the 
form it came in gave me 

a perspective I had 
lacked. As I healed and 
learned, I began to 
understand that the 
things Ferrous taught me 
by example were the 

same as taught by my 
adopted father Strider. 
The memories of Striders 
teachings helped push me 
to learn more from 
Ferrous every day. My 
physical abilities healed 
along with my mind, and I 
again started building up 
my body and practicing 
with my sword. For even 
with my new perspective, 
I knew that I would need 


to defend myself at some 
point, and to do 
otherwise would be to 
court death. One of the 
most intriguing things 
about Ferrous was that 
he was also a scholar. 
Although his oath as a 
healer took precedence, he 
spent an amazing amount 
of time on research and 
writing. I later found 
that he was highly 
respected in both of his 
chosen fields. As he 
explained to me one day, 
a healer who does not 
discriminate is welcomed 
into places no other 
human could normally go. 
The tomes of lore that 
he kept with him were 
only the ones he had not 
completed, as the rest 
were stored in Empathy 
Abby for other Scholars 
to read. Those that he 
kept with him however 
were filled with all 
manner of things I would 
never have quessed at. 
He had been working on 
the social aspects of Orc 
tribal life when I had 
begun my crusade. With 
the rise of my 
devastation amongst the 
Orcs he had not been 
able to get close enough 
to them to continue his 
research. Though the Orcs 
had allowed him to heal 
them, they exhibited great 
distrust of humans in 
general. This I came to 
understand was a part of 
my redemption. I would 
help Ferrous to complete 
this tome of lore about 


the Orcs in ways that 
only I could. To this end 
I again practiced my 
woods lore and became a 
ghost in the woods. I 
became deadly with cold 
steel once more, but no 
longer did I seek to kill. 
Orcs did indeed die upon 
my blade, but it was done 
without hate, and only in 
self-defense. I would 
shadow the orc tribes 

for months and return to 
Ferrous to report those 
things I had seen. The 
Orcs still feared me, but 
now I did not attack 
unless threatened, so they 
learned to ignore me. The 
Orcs and I settled into a 
kind of peace. Greatly did 
my information help 
Ferrous with his writing 
and he made swift 
progress with his lore. 
For over a year I 
observed the Orcs and 
passed on that 
information to Ferrous, 
until he had completed his 
tome. Even though it was 
to be the first of many, 
he wished to return to 
Empathy Abbey to have it 
copied out and read by 
the resident scholars. 
With great sadness we 
parted, both of us 
heading to our respective 
destinies. I later heard 
that he had given me 
credit in that volume as 
one who had made that 
writing possible. Great 
friends are rare, and I 
was glad to count him as 
one. Though I had other 
dealings with him again, 


that is a time in the 
future and there is much 
that happens before we 
were to meet again. I 
pondered for a long time 
while helping Ferrous 
about what I would do 
with myself afterwards, 
for I knew that helping 
him would not take my 
whole life. I came to 
believe that I should 
start a profession again, 
and perhaps find some 
wisdom in crafting. So it 
was that I again took up 
the axe and began 
collecting wood to learn 
carpentry with. I spent 
many months searching 

and finally found a 
master to learn the 

craft from. He taught 

me the basics and I 

began making small items 
and selling them to the 
shopkeepers. At the 
beginning my skills were 
so bad that I could often 
make more gold selling 
the wood I harvested 

from the forest then I 
could from those things 
that I made. This kept 

me fed, and I became an 
accomplished lumberjack, 
although I never mastered 
that skill. Slowly thought, 
my skills improved enough 
that I began to make a 
profit from my wares. 
This was a time of 
healing for me as I found 
that working with wood 
could be very relaxing. I 
met with many who had 
started down the path of 
carpentry, and amongst 
them I found a 


brotherhood that was 
willing to help each other 
out. Things became rocky 
however when other 
carpenters began asking 
me to repay loans that I 
had not made! Each of 
these insisted that it 
was I that had borrowed 
gold and/or assistance 
from them, and yet I 

knew that I had not done 
so! I began searching for 
the truth in this matter, 
for I was not happy 

about someone borrowing 
gold in my name. It took 
me months, for the 
impersonator moved on 
each time as if searching 
for something. I traveled 
to Trinsic and Minoc, 
Skara Brea, and Jhelome, 
always missing the one I 
sought, sometimes by only 
a day. It was at last, 
having come full circle, in 
Britain that I was able 
to confront him. Choosing 
my time carefully, I stood 
ready with my sword 
poised and cried a 
challenge! Then stood in 
shock, for before me was 
myself, and all the 
confusion of my friends 
became clear. There was 
no one else in the world 
that this could be, though 
I thought him dead! 
“Alczeeair”, I whispered 
is shock. “Alminair”, he 
whispered in the same 
tone. There was nothing 
else to do then but to 
buy some wine and 

retreat to a quiet pub 

to talk.. We talked 
throughout the night and 


well into the next day 
before turning in for 
some much needed sleep. 
Plans were to be made 
for the future, and now I 
had the cornerstone of 
family in my life. That 
cornerstone had been 
missing since Strider’s 
death. I had not known 
how much I needed it and 
the stability it offered. 
Now that it was again 
there the world was full 
of possibilities and 
adventure... 


To be continued in AFH: 
Volume 8. 


